THE    HONEYSUCKLE    AND    THE    BEE

Fags came back from farms loaded with eggs, cream
and flowers. People, over beyond the Tower, played
fives. Others were in the tuck-shop. And Willy was
there.

I pulled myself up. It was I that had changed. The
old things would endure. Even now there were boys
who would return thirty years hence and not a stick or
stone would have altered. Only themselves. Less
merry, less confident, with older hearts and knowing
too late the meaning of words that sounded empty to
boyish ears: "if youth but knew." And sad will be the
song within them if they come, as I, when the place is
empty. It is better to come when there is distraction.

I found someone who let me into School House. I
went down the zigzagging corridor past studies with
strange names on the doors, and at last, feeling like a
burglar, opened the door of the one at the end, which
was ours.

Some of the chairs seemed to be familiar. Football
and cricket groups did not seem to be so much in
favour as of old. There was little difference in the
books on the shelves; the fevers of London seemed
to have left this study at least unscathed. Whatever
photographs of handsome mothers, plump sisters, and
fathers in uniform there may have been had been stored
away in cupboards.

There wasn't much to see. And then I suddenly
remembered. With a pocket-knife (for the yellow
dressing stone was almost as soft as the red sandstone)
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